Q ® Here, 5/31/'59 


Dear Hank, C 


O.K., you asked for criticism - I1'11 be as hard and critical as I can be. (I wish 
I could get more merciless criticism of my own writing, so as to find the weak points 
that I have.) Bear in mind that I'm no expert, and am trying to criticize constructively. 
The project you're on deserves the best we can do; and, as Pete once pointed out to me, 
"& half-good song is as bad as a no-good song, for practical purposes. It doesn't get 
sung." He said a mouthful. So here we go. 

First verse: I can't find any soft spots here. 

Chorus ; Lo siento - yes, it fits, but maybe one"I'm sorry" would work in to 
give it meaming to folks who don't speak Spanish. You're takking to our migrants 
too, remember. Carlitos? the Spanish equivalent for Charles, if I remember it right, 
is Carlos. Diminutive form, as for a small boy, would be Carlito. You eliminated 
Rosalita, maybe on account of few Mexican women coming over the border to work and 

maybe because of the rhythm - but you left Maria in.. last. two lines I'll go for. 

Second verse: I might have slipped in an "adios" on that second line, maywe 
not. The repetition there is effective, 1 guess;xhmsidesyxyextys aside from that ,ok. 

Third verse: Wish I'd said that! There is a slight variation here from the 
vivid imagery of Woody's songs, though. Take two lines of Plane Wred& At Los Gatos, 
just as a for instance: 

The crops abe 311 in and the peaches are rotting, 

The oranges are piled in their creesote dumps... there's no varnish on 
that. Notice how he got the idea across on the very start of the song that a lot of 
the work the wetbacks had done was going to waste? Painted a little picture with 
words there that you could darn near smell. Could it be possible to get a better 
picture here of these men, jammed into a ramshackle boxcar, that the wind canes 
whistling through the cracks of at night and where they sweat if they travel by day- 
where they don't have room to stretch out to get a little rest, where gm every 
rail-joing pounds like a hammer on field-weary frames? It'd take some thinking, 
but maybe it's possible... as you've no doubt noticed, Woody didn't let rhyme hinder 
his verses any more than Whitman did. Dodge big words, though - keep it down to 
the level of us common dunghills that dont know Mister Webster too well. 

Fourth verse - only weak spot here is in the second line:"a man can’t compete 
with the wages so lew." Looking at it from the viewpoint of the braceros, it could 
be taken to mean that they were not considered as men. Not necessarily, but maybe. 

Fifth verse - Same here as in the third one. I think it could be made to hit a 
little harder. The first two lines, for example, didn't say anything that wasn't 
said in the first five words. Brevity is important, too - try not to have too mch 
dead wood in it.(Long songs are harder to remember, for one thing.) I dowld condense 
this verse, and the sixth one, into one - but, you've got a good song going hore 
and I'd like to see you finish it. For practice, if nothing else. (I re-wrote that 
"Poplarville Jail" about six times, and may give it some more overhauling yet.) 

Sixth verse - there is a good thought there, in the line “The work that you did 
has put food on our tables" - but it could be more descriptive. The last line is 
sort of distracting and a little bit flowery. I sort of imagine that those peor 
devils can see us setting down at the tables, stuffing our bellies with one hand 
and daubing tears with the other - like hell! The majority seldom thinks of them, 
mach less gives a damn. 

Last verse - I'd change the word "great", since that word is usually used in 
connection with something you're proud of. Like Lincoln. (Man, not the town or car.) 
I can't look at these orchards now, knowing the price that is paid, and be too 
proud of them. Third line, and fourth - that word "exploiting" is descriptive, but 
not one that you hear every day. Against my desire to have you work it out yourself, 
I'll suggest a couple of lines here: 

Enslaving poor men who are desperate and hungry, 
And cutting the throats of our own working men? 

See what I mean? Miake it clear, short, fair, constructive, true, simple, 
singable, and give ‘em hell! Keep the fat trimmed off of it, and I think you'll 
have a winner here. Atl this, though, is only one man's opinion - and I've been 
wrong before, many times. Am sending a copy of this, along with your letter, to 
Pets. Regarding my note to the editor of Student Life - am in the process of 
versifying a short "gracias" to him for the article. See you; more in a day or so, 


. over. 


It’s now, Tuesday nigh hare we go again. Hope survived the blast on the other 
side. You've got am @.:: start here, in my o - don't waste it. Have come to 
the conclusion that "enslaving" is not quite accurate, sither. There must be a word for it 
somewhere that is in the average man's vocabiklary and is still printable. (I know several 
that fit the first requirement, but not the latter.) 

Thanks again for acting in my behalf on my note to ye ed. Enclosed is a note for him; 
didn't have time to go ahead and verse it. Too many other pressing things. 

I've got to agree with Andy - the tune is not "catchy". It has the beauty of simplicity. 
How can you concentrate on the meaning of words when there's a distracting background? Can 
you imagine a folksong going to the tune of "Holiday For Strings"? Ih has been done, but I 
have a suspicion that few people would attempt to perform it solo.. 

Got a letter from Malvina Reynolds, with a start for a song for migrants. I don't yet R 
see how it fits, on that "covered wagon", for today's migrants - here ‘tis, so fartin her 
words): "Here's a song we could share the making of for your ag people: 


* 


The covered wagon goes from town to town, 

You can hear it clank and groan for miles around, 

The old jalopy tried and true, except when it breaks down, 
The covered wagon goes from town to town. 


The wagon holds bout everything we own, 

Jeans and bedsprings, pans and Fido's bone, 

&nd when* we see an open spot, we stop and set up home, 
The covered wagon goes from town to town. 


Tomorrow you'll be dining fine and gay 

On the greens and stuff we harvested today, 
And the covered wagon's far along its way, 
The covered wagon goes from town to town. 

"Needs some more verses, and any tune will do. I don’t worry too much about originality 
with tunes. There's only so many simple tunes can be made out of the available notes and 
harmonies, and anyone who copyrights these got them from somewhere in the first place. 

Best. 
(Malvina) 
* Or "and wheng there's a "Pickers Wanted" sign, woe stop’ and set up home" - end of quote. 


Maybe you'll see a tie-in that I don't. Looks more to me like it'll fit my station wagon 
in a couple of months, except for her last verse. Will give it some serious thought, Shough. 


I've got to get to work on this stuff! So long, for now. 


